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There was nothing to be done, nothing that any man could
do. Fersen could only walk to the door, bow to the tight-
lipped Berthier and pass out with 'liaison7 ringing in his ears.
And, lest the arrow had missed, the archer must send a
heavier, blunter one before the door could close. "Tell your
King," he shouted, "not to send me men that have slept with
Marie-Antoinette!''

He turned to Berthier for the applauding smile. Then he
snatched up the map, glanced at it a moment and threw it
down again.

"Get me one of Egypt," he said, "and a large one of Asia.
The best way to get at London is to go through Cairo, and
maybe Calcutta!"

He stumped back to his own room. He had not heard of
Sidney Smith, and he had perhaps forgotten for the moment
that the road to Calcutta lay through Syria, through the little
town of Acre.

COUNT HANS AXEL VON FERSEN, ex-minister-
plenipotentiary to the Congress of Rastadt, emerged into the
November evening, walked pensively to his waiting carriage,
and raised a hand to pat his horse's neck. If Time and Place
had little meaning now, Insults had less. It was something,
perhaps, to see that the new order should be stirred to such
anger, as though it still feared the memory of a more gracious
Past. He was the witness to that graciousness, might carry on
its memory to those who heard it daily slandered or ridiculed.
A poor part to play, a poor finale to five acts of hope and
devotion and undeserved defeat. But, by God's grace, the
curtain might be falling soon.

The horse dipped its head, clinking the harness. Fersen ran
his hand along its mane, and patted the warm neck: that at
least was tangible, and even comforting to the touch.

"I hope they're getting plenty of oats this cold weather,"
he said to his driver, "We've a long journey ahead, though
there's no need to hurry over it. We can start back for Sweden
to-morrow.*'